go       SELECTED SHORT STORIES
Great-Uncle Edgar's at Primrose Hill. I remem-
ber he still wore knee-breeches and a very large
bunch of seals. Of course, we were all in black.
Your grandfather wore black for two years after
our dear mother's death ; he felt it very much,
though he never said anything/
* What was he like, Auntie ? '
* Strongly-built, my dear, with a high colour.
In those days they drank a great deal of wine,
especially Madeira/
* But what was he ? '
* He began as a mason, dear/
e A Freemason ? '
c Not at first. A stonemason. You see, his
father was a farmer, and he apprenticed your
grandfather to a stonemason, so that he should
learn all about building. I think it was a very
wise decision, because in those days there were
such opportunities for builders, so your grand-
father soon made his way. He was becoming quite
a warm man when we came to London/ And
Aunt Ann's shrewd eyes appraised her nephew.
He had risen, and was standing, slender in
his first tail-coat, against the mantelpiece, looking
downward at his boots. Elegant the dear boy
looked, but a little embarrassed, as if his nerves
had received a shock. Of course, he was at Eton
among the nobility. And she said with decision :
* We should never be ashamed of our origin,
dear Jo.   The Forsytes are very good country
stock, and have always been men of their word,